shade.   Romance is wedded to hard  reality.   East and_.
West meet behind a thin screen.   The cultivated fields.
are   emerald-green    everywhere-   Intellectual   darkness:
brood over the border   hills.   The   Ghilzai   traders,
passing over the hills, are splendid specimens of human-
ity.   They are, tall and bearded, with rosy complexions.
The women are handsome and of equally fine physique.
In their scheme of life they belong to another workL
No doubt, they hate the western car that smothers them
with dust.   The road winds through dark and dreary
hills of the Khyfaer Pass.   Traffic in the Pass closes at
sunset.   After dark the authorities no longer guarantee
the safety of the traveller.   For long the British military
stations on the Frontier  were unenclosed.   Then ther.
Pathans started a new trade. They kidnapped the British
ladies and held them up to ransom.   It put the Govern-
ment on their guard*   Now the border cantonments-
are enclosed with barbed-wire fencing,   respite fencing
and policing the border thief defies   precaution.   He
crosses the barbed wire by means of ladders, waylays and
cuts up a patrol.   And escapes with its rifles.   In the
bazars of Peshawar one meets picturesque crowds. Pathans
from every part of the Frontier walk cheek by jowl.

Kohat Pass is a romantic highway. Here is a gun
factory under the nose of John Bull. The workmen
employed are generally from the Punjab- Rifle barrels
are bored out of soft metal. The rifling soon wears out*
An enterprising Afri3i headman employed the factory
for a new purpose. Excellent Afghan counterfeit coinV
wete minted and smuggled across the Frontier tight,
into the heart of Afghan territory. The British author-
ity put a stop to it. There is another romantic story o|
the Pathans associated with Kohat* On a stormy night
in February 1923* a gang of Pathans raided the armoury.